Rgloga quinta.

JEopgttg.

Om doleful thing there is at hand
thy countenaunce doth declare,
Thy face good Egon voide of blud

thine eies amafed Hare :
I fe thy teares, howe they do Hill,

difclofe thy fecrete mynde,
Hath Fortune frowned late on the?

Hath Cupide ben vnkinde.
A pyteous thinge to be bewalyde

a defperate Acte of Loue,
(O Deftenies) fuche cruell broyles
How haue you power to moue ?
Here lyued a Ladye fayre of late,

that Claudia men dyd call:
Of goodly forme, yea fuche a one,

as farre furmounted all.
The flately Dames, yat in this Courte,

to mo we them felues do lye,
There was not one in all the Crewe:

that could come Claudia nye.
A worthy Knyght dyd loue her longe,

and for her fake did feale,
The panges of Loue, that happen ftyl

by frownyng Fortunes wheale,
He had a Page, Valerius named,
whom fo muche he dyd truile,
That all the fecrets of his Hart,

to hym declare he mufte.
A,nd made hym all the onely meanes,

to fue for his redreffe,
And to entreate for grace to her,
that caufed his diftreffe.